WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
order to have a look at the new Government, and I did so. I knew
none of them till Ramsay MacDonald himself came in last of all.
I naturally jumped up and shook him by the hand and congratulated
him. He looked rather vaguely at me and quickly slipped by me
and disappeared into the Cabinet-room. A minute or two later the
door quietly reopened and Maurice Hankey peeped round the corner
of it. When he saw me still sitting on the sofa of the hall he shut the
door behind him and, coming up to me, said, "Oh, it's you, is it?"
I said, "Yes, why?" "Well," Hankey replied, "the Prime Minister
told me that he had seen someone in the hall whose face he seemed to
know. He thought it was Arthur Henderson's son, but he asked me
to find out." At any rate Ramsay MacDonald had got the name, by
some confusion of thought, right!
Not that I ever felt resentment, vexing though it is, at not being
recognized by the great. I am far too miserable an offender in that
respect myself. I could never remember either names or faces. In
January 1924 George Lloyd, on his return from his very successful
governorship of Bombay, came to visit me at Constantinople and stayed
three or four days in the Embassy with me. I had known him all my
life, as he had been at Eton with me, and though two or three years
older than I, his great friend at school, Sam Cockerell, had been at
my house and I had constantly seen him there. With Lloyd was his
Military Secretary from Bombay, Captain CarmichaeL Scarcely two
months later, during the few days I was in London with a Foreign
Office bag, I went to the theatre with Percy Loraine, who was on
leave from Persia, where he was then Minister. In the entr'acte a man
came up to me and said, "I did not know you were back in London,
sir." I thought I knew his face, but the "sir" made me think that he
was one of the officers from Harington's army, who naturally all
addressed one so. As I looked rather blankly at him he said, "You
don't seem to remember me. I'm CarmichaeL" A man who had
been stopping in my house as a guest only two months before! But
that was not the worst of it. He saw Percy standing and smoking
a cigarette a few yards away and asked me if it wasn't Sir Percy
Loraine. When I said it was, he remarked that several years before
he had paid, with his chief, George Lloyd, a short visit to Loraine on
board the ship in which he was travelling to Persia. So up he went
to Percy and said, "You won't remember me, Sir Percy." Without
130